

7 he fecond part of 


Iftruthand vpright innocenciefailc me. 

He to the King my maifter that is dead, 

And teli him who hath fent me after him. Enter the 7-W, 

Vy\ir Here comes the Prince. and 'Blunt 

Good morrow', and God faueyourmaieftic, 

Pnnce fhis new and gorgeous garment Maicftv 
Sits not fo eafie on me, as von thinke: 1 

Brothers, you mixtyourfadnenTewithfomcfeare, 

T Ins is the Hng!i(li,not the Turkifh court, 

Not Amurath an Amurath fuccecdes, 

But Harry Harryryet be (ad, good brothers, 

Forby my faith itvery well becomes you: 

Sorrow fo royally in youappeares, 

That I will deeply put the fall-, ion on, 

And wearc it in my heart: why then be fad. 

But entertaine no more ofit, good brothers, 

Then a ioynt burden layd vpon vs all. 

For me, by heauen(I bid you bcaflurde) 

He be your father, and your brother too, 

Let me butbearevour loue, He beare your cares* 

Ye, weepe ,h„ Hames dead.and fo will 1 , 

But Hat ry liues, that fhnlconucrt thofe teares 
By number into howres of happinefle, 

Bro ' We hope no otherwife from your maiefty. 

Prince Y oual Iookeftrangelv on me $ andyoumoft, 

Xoii are I thinke affurcfe I louc you not. 

luft. I am afihrde,if 1 be meafiirde rightly, 

Your maiefty hath no juft caufc to hate me. 

Prince No?how might a prince of my great hopes forget, 
bo great indignities you laid vpon me? 

W hit tj rate, rebuke, and roughly (end to prifon, 

Xh immediate heirc of England? was this eafie? 

Way this be wafti tin lethy and forgotten? 

/^/?. I then did vfe the perfon ofyour father. 

The image of his power lay then in me. 

And in th adminirtration ofJbis law, 

Whiles 


Henry the fourth . 

Whiles I was bufie for the common wealth, 

Your Highncde pleafed to forgetmy place, 

Themaieftic and power of law and luttice. 

The image of the King whom I prefented. 

And ftrooke me in my very fcate of iudgement, 

Whereon, (as an ofifendor to your father,) 

I <raue bold way to my authority. 

And did commit you:if the deed were ill. 

Be you contented, wearing now the garland, 

Jo hauc a fonne fet vour decrees at naught? 

To plucke downe lu dice from your awful bench? 

• To trip the courfe of law, and blunt the fword, 

That guards the peace and fafetie of your perfon? 

Nay more, to fpurncat your mod royall image. 

And mocke your workings in a fecond body? 

Queftion your royall thoughts, make the cafe yours. 

Be now thefather, and propofe a fonne, 

Hearc yourownc dignity fo much prophan d. 

Sec your mod drcadfull lawcs fo loofely flighted. 

Behold your felfc fo by a fonne difdaincd: 

And then imagine me taking your part, 

And in your power fofc filencing your lonne, 

After this cold confiderancc fentence me. 

And as you are aXing, fpcake in your date, 

What I hauc done that misbecame my place. 

My perfon, or my lieges foueraigntie. 

‘Prince You are right luflice, and you weigh this well, 
Therefore ftill beare the Ballance and the Sword, 

And I do wilh your honors may enercafe, 

T ll you do hue to fee a fonne of mine 
Offend you, and obey you as I did: 

So (hall I liue to fpeake my fathers words, 

Happie am I that haue a man fo bold. 


Into 


1 hat dares do iuflice on my proper lonne: 
And not lefle happie, hauing fuch a fonne, 
That would deliuer vp his grcatnelfe fo, 
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